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Buck. TALLYHoOR, 
Crna. 24 LATITAT. ' 
Lord Joux. 2 1 n SURGEON. 
MAC&UTHEN, > 
RACKET. "FL; 21 3% LUCINDA. 
La Jonquil, Le Lore 5 225 and Servants. 
> LT J. * 10 2 The devil you do. 
Lat. Vernacular, upon my honour, Mr. Crab. 
Crab diſcovered reading. For, as Lord Coke deſcribes the common law ts 
NP I do conſtitute my very good friend, be the perfection 
cc Giles Crab, Eſq. of St. Martin's in the | Cr. So, here's a freſh deluze of impertinence. A 


« Fields, executor to this my will; and do appoint 
« him guardian to my ward Lucinea; and do ſub- 
« mit to his direction, the management of all my 
« affairs, till the return of my fon from his tra- 

« yels; whom I do intreat my faid executor, in 
& conſideration of our ancient friendſhip, to ad- 
« yiſe, to counſel, &c, &c. oun Buck.” 

A good, pretty legacy! let's ſee ; I find myſelf heir, 
by this generous deviſe of my very good friend, to ten 
actions at common law, nine ſuits in chancery, the 
conduct of a boy, bred a bobby at home, and finiſhed 
a fop abroad; together with the direction of a mar- 
riageable, and, therefore, an unmanageable wench; 
and all this to an old fellow of ſixty- ſic, who heartily 
hates buſineſs, is tired of the world, and deſpiſes every 
thing in it. Why how the devil came I to merit 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Mr. Latitat of Staple's-inn. 
Cr. So, here begin my plagues. Shew the hound in. 


* Eater Latitat, with a Bag, &c. 
Lat. 1 wou'd, Mr. Crab, have at: ended your ſum- 
mons Immediately, but 4 was obliged to fign judg- 
ment in error at the common p.cas; ſue out of the 
exchequer a writ of quo minus, and ſurrender in 
banco regis the defendant, before the return of the 
ſci ſa, to diſcharge the bail. 

r. Pr'ycheey, man, none of thy unintelligible law 
jargon to me; but tell me, in the language of com- 
mon ſenſe, and thy country, what I am to do. 

Lat. Why, Mr. Crab, as you are already poſ- 
ſeſs'd of a prebat, and letters of adminiſtration de 
bonis are granted, you may ſue, or be ſued; I hold 
it ſound doctrine, for no executor to diſcharge debts, 
without a receipt upon record : this can be obtained 
by no means, but by an action. Now actions, Sir, 

are of various kinds: there are ſpecial actions, 
aQions on the caſe, or 4 s; actions of tro- 
ver, actions of clauſum þ regit, actions of battery, 
actions of — 

Cr. Hey, the devil, where's the fellow running 
now !-—But bark'e, Latitat, why I thought all our 
law proceedings were directed to be in Englith. 

Dat. True, Mr. Crab. 

2 * . * call zl this Ruff, he! 


truce to thy authorities, I beg; and as 1 find i it 
will be impoſſible to underſtand thee without an in- 
terpreter, if you will meet me at five, at Me. 
Briet's chambers, why, if you have any thing to 
ſay, he will tranſlate it for me. 


would have you te know, that no praQitioner in 
Weſtminſter-hall, gives clearer 

Cr. Sir, I believe it; for which reaſon I have te- 
ferred you to a man who never goes into Weſtmin- 
ſter- hall. 

Lat. A bad proof of h's practice, Mr, Crab. 

Cr. A good one of his principles, Mr. Latitat, 

Lat. Why, Sir, do you think that a lawyer 

Cy. Zounds, Sir, I never thought about a law- 
yer. The law is an oracular idol, you are the ex- 
planatory miniſters z nor ſhould any of my own pri- 
vate concerns have made me bow to your beaſtly 
Baal. 
had net this old, doating dunce, Sir John Buck, 
plagu'd me with the management of his money, and 
the care of his booby boy, Bedlam ſhould ſooner 
have had me, than the bar. 


[ don't know what your choice may be, or what your 
friends may chuſe for you; 1 wiſh I was your Pro- 
chain amie ; but I am under ſome doubts as to the 
ſanity of the teſtator, otherwiſe he could not have 
chofen for his executor, under the ſanction of the 
law, a perſon who deſpiſes the law. And the law, 


plus ultra 
Cr. Mercy, good fix and eight-pence. 


the whereby, the ſtatute common and *uſtorhary, or 


Mes commune wetus mores, L fenatus, 
Hec tria jus flatuunt terra Britarna tibi. 


none to protect a man in his own houſe ? 

Lat. Sir, = man's houſe is his caſtellum, bis 
caſtle; aþd ſo tender is the law of any infringement 
of chat ſacred right, that any attempt to invade it 


"hy foree, fraud, or violence, clandeſtinely, or vi & 
(arms i not guly deemed felonius but bay g/atinte | 


Lat. Mr. Brief, Sir, aagtranſlate, Sir!-—Sir, 1 


I had rather loſe a cauſe, than conteſt it. And 


Lat. Bedlam, the bar! Since, Sir, I am provoked, x 


give me leave to tell you, Mr. Crab, is the bulwarit, , 
the fence, the protection, the fine gua n, the nen 


Lat. The defence, and offence, che by which, an4 


as Plowden claſſically and elegantly exprefles it, tis 


Cr. Tounds, Sir, among all your laws, are there _ 
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„Sie, a awd may be committed, either 
on the dwelling or the outhouſe. 
Cr. O aud! G lava eee 


Ser Your Glerk, — ir—the e parties, be * are 
all in waiting at your chambers, -- 

Lac. + come, I wi dut joſt explain to Mr. 
Crab; the natuft of a durglaty, as It has been de- 
ſcrid's by a late ſtatute; 

Cr. Zounds, Sir, I have not the leaſt curioſity. 

Lat. Sir, bot but every gentleman ſhould know—— 
r. IWon't know. Heßler, your clients— 

Lat. O, they may ftay. 1 ſha'nt take up fire 
Minutes, Sit— 4A burglat)— 

Cr. Not an inſtant. 

Lat. By the common law 

2 I' not hear a word. 

t. It was but a clauſftrium fregit. 

Cr. Dear Sir, de — 7 ei 

Lat. But by the late acts of pa 

ne Help, you dog — Zounds, Sir, get out of my 
Ser. Your clients, Sir— 

Ce. Puſh him out. [The lawyer talking -all the 


> od So, ho! Hark'e, raſcal, if you tuffer that 


llow to enter my doors again, I'll trip and diſ- 

card you the very minute. [Exit Ser.] This is 

but > 8 beginning of my torments. But that ex. 

& ch e young whelp from abroad, every inftant, 

Fa fly for it myſelf, and quit the kingdom at once. 
Enter Servant. 


Ser. My young maſter's travelling tutor, Sir, 


Juſt arrived. 
Cr. Oh, then J ſuppoſe the blockhead of a ba- 
wbhet is cloſe at his heels. Show bim in. This 
bear - leader, I reckon now, is either the clumſey 
curate of the knight's pariſh church, or ſome 
"needy Highlander, the outcaſt of bis country, who, 
With the pride of a German baron, the poverty 
-of French marquis, the addreſs of a Swiſs ſoldier, 
and the learning of an academy uſher, is to give our 
heir-apparent politeneſs, taſte, ſiterature; a per- 
fect knowledge of the world, and of himſelf. 
nter Macruthen. 
Mac. Maifter Crab, I am your devoted ſervant, 
Cr. Oh, a Britiſh child, by the mels.— Well, 
Where's your charge ? 
Mac. O, the young baronet is o'the road. I was 


mighty afraid he had o'ria'en me; for between Can- 
terbury and Rocheſter, I was ſtopt, and robb'd by a 


high-way-man. 


- The Engliſhman returned from Paris. 


Cr. A moſt NN progreſs ! 

5 Mac. Suſpe LN —— awhile, «nd-you'll 
find him all ye allowiog for the fallizs of ju“ 

[venilicy ; and muſt 'taks the vanity to exif of be», 

ing, in a great mesſure, the author, 

Cr. Oh, if he be but a faithful copy of the ode 

mirable originat, he muſt de a finiſh'd piece. 

Mac. Vou me pleaſed to compliment. 5 

Cr. Not a whit. Well, and what—1 luppoſe you, 
and your——what's your name 7 

Mac. Macruthen, at your ſervice. 

Cr. Macruthen! Hum! You and your pupil 
agreed very well? 

Mac. Perfectly. The young gentleman is of an 
amiable diſpoſition. 

Cr. Oh, aye: and it would be wrong to ſour 
his temper. You knew your duty better, I hope, 
{than to contradict him. 

Mac. It was na for me, maiſter Crab. 

Cr. Oh, by no means, maſter Macruthen ; all 
your buſineſs was to — Ker out of frays ; to take 
care, for the ſake of his health, that his wine was 
genuine, and his miſtreſſes as they ſhould be. You 
pimp'd for him, I ſuppoſe ? 

Mac. Pimp. for him | D'ye mean to affront 

Cr. To ſuppoſe the contrary would be the affront, 
Mr. Tutor. What, man, you know the world, 
"Tis not by contradiction, but by compliance, that 
men make their fortunes. And was It for you ta 
thwart the humour of a lad upon the threſhold of 
ten thouſand pounds a year? 


be made. 
Cr. No doubt, no doubt. 


You are Sir John Buck's executor. 
Cr, True. 


to us both. 
Cr. As how? 


** * 


caſh; ; and 1 caw make a ſhift to manage the lad. 
Cr. Oh, 1 conceive you. And fo, between vs 
toth, we may contrive to caſe him of that inhe- 
ritance which he knows not how properly to employ z 
and apply it to our own uſe, You do know. how.]. 
Mac. Ye ha hit it. 

Cr. Why what a ſuperlative raſcal art thou, thou 


Cr. Robb'd! What the devil could he rob you of 7 inhoſpitable villain } under the roof, and in the pre- 


Mac. In gude troth, not a mighty booty. Bu- 
chanan's hiſtory, Lauder againſt Meſton, and two 
pound of High-dry'd Glaſcow. 

Cr. A good travelling equipzge, Well, and what's 
become of your cub? ere have you left him? 

Mac. Main you Sir Charles ? J left him at Calais, 
with another young nobleman, returning from his 
But why caw ye him cub, maiſter Crab i 
1 truth, there's a meeghty alteration. 

. Yes, yes, I have a ſhrewd gueſs at his im- 
provements. 

Mac. He's quite a ph@nomenon,' 

Cr. 'Oh, a comet, I dare ſwear, but not an un- 
uſual one, at Paris, The*Faux-bourg of St, Ger- 
main's, ſwarms with ſuch, to the no ka amuſe- 
ment of our very good friends, the French 

Mac. Ob, the French were mighty ond of him. | 


Cr. But as to the la 10 ſe, e 5 ” 
rn ] 


c. He can caw for 22 we, 1 


FT 


{perience, direct and 


ſence, of thy benefactor's repreſentative, wich al- 


plutting the perdition of his only child! And, from 
what part of my life, dieſt thou derive a hope of my 
compliance with ſuch a helliſh ſcheme ? 
Mac. Maiſter Crab, I am of a nation 
Cr. Of known honour abd integrity ; 1 allow it. 
The kingdom you have quitted, in e Army 
"care of it's mogarch, for ages, to your predeceſſors, 
reference to it's proper ſubjects, has given you a 
bri 3 2 gyric, that no other people can parallel, 
12 y, to be ſure 

Gr. And one happineſs it is, that though national 
glory gan beam a brightneſson particulars, the crimes 
of individuals can never reflect adiſgrace upon their 
coantry, Thy apology but r thy guilt... 
Mac, Why, maiſter Crab, 1 
Cr. Guilt and confifion chotk obk th 
Avoid my fight. Vaniſh. [Ei Mac, A fine fol- 
4 — this, to protect Na inform the, inex- 


an us · 


Mac. Why, to be ſure, great eee muſt 
Mac. 1 fee, maiſter Crab, yob VINE mankind, 
| Mac. I have a an. thought that may be uſeful 
Mac, Could na we contrive to make a hondͤ o * 


* (ot 
Mar hy you, by the will, have * tare o the 


moſt his i!1-beſtowed bread in thy mouth, art thou 


utterance. 


bridled boy! But can it be ſtrange, whilſt the pa- 
rent negligently accepts. a ſuperſiclal recommenda- 
tion to fo Important a truſt, that the perſon, whoſe 
wants, perhaps, more than his abilities, make de- 
firous of ir, ſhould confider the youth as a kind of 
property, and not Study what to make him, but what 
to make of him; and thus prudently lay a founda- 
tion for his future ſordid hopes, by a criminal com- 
pliance with the lad's preſent prevailing paffions ? 
But vice and folly rule the world.—Without, there. 
* Ser.] Raſcal, where d'you run, blockhead ? 
id the girl come hither.-Freſh inftances, every 
moment, fortify my abhorrence, my deteftation of 
mankind. This turn may be termed mifanthropy ; 
ind imputed to chagrin and diſappointment. But 
it can only be by thofe fool!s, who, through ſoftneſs 
or ignorance, regard the faults of others, like their 
own, through the wrong end of the perſpective. 
Enter Lucinda. 
$o, What, I ſuppoſe your ſyiri's are all afloat. You 
have heard your felſow's coming. 

Luc, If you had your uſual diſcernment, Sir, you 
would diftinguiſh, in my countenance, an expreſ- 
fon very different from that of joy. 

Cr. Oh, what, I ſuppoſe your monkey has broke 
his chain, or your parrot dy'd in moulting. 

Tuc. A perſon lefs cenforious than Mr. Crab, 
9 wy afhgn a more generous motive for my diftrefs. 
© Cr. Diftrefs! A pretty, poetical phraſe ! What 
motive canſt thou have for diftreſs ? Has not Sir John 
Buck's death aſſured thy fortune ? and art not thou 

Luc. By that very means, a helpteſs, unprotected 

orphan. 
C,. Pho, pr'ythee wench, none of thy romantic 
cant to me, hat, I know the ſex: the objects 
of every woman's wiſh, are property and power. 
The firſt you have, and the ſecond you won't be 
long without; for here's a puppy riding poſt to put 
on your chains. | 

Luc, It would appear affectation not to under- 
ftand you. And, to deal freely, it was upon that 
1 4 I wiſh'd to engage you. 

7. Your information was needleſs; I knew it. 

Luc. Nay, but why ſo ſeyere ? I did flatter myſelf 
that the very warm recommendation of your de- 
ceaſed friend, would have abated a little of that rigour. 

Cr. No wheedling, Lucy. Age and contempt have 
long ſhut theſe gates againſt flattery and diflimula- 
tion, You have no ſex forme, Without preface, 
ſpeak your purpoſe. | : 

Luc. What then, in a word, is your advice wich 
regard to my marrying Sir Charles Buck ? 

Cr. And do you ſeriouſly want my advice ? 

Luc. Moſt fGncerely. 1 4a 

Cr. Then you are a blockhead, Why, w 
could you mend yourfelf? Is not he « fool, a for- 
tune, and in love ?P--Look'e, girl [Enter Ser.] 
Who ſent for you, Sir? 

Ser, Sir, my young maſter's poſt-chaiſe is broke 
down, at the corner of the fireet, by a coal-cart. 
His cloaths ate all dirt, and he ſwears like a trooper. 

Cr. Aye! Why then carry his chaiſe to the coach- 
maker's, his coat to a ſcourer's, and him before a 
juſtice, —Pr'ythee' why doſt trouble me ? I ſuppoſe 
you would not meet T. gallant. | 

Luce. Do you think 1 could? 4 

Cr. No, retire. And if this application for my 
advice, is not a copy of your countenance, a maſk ; 

If yow are obedient, I may ſet you right, 
Tec. Ia, with pleaſure, follow your 2 

* at. 

Cr. Yes, fo long ax they correſpond with your own 


4 


2 as; * 


The Enelifiman returnd from Paris.” 


for this puppy. But here he comes; light as 92 
cork in his heels; or the feather in his hat. | 
Enter Buck, Lord John, La Loire, Bearnois and 
acruthen. 

| Buck. Not a word, mf ler; jernie, it is not to be 
ſupported !—after being roms tout vi digjointed 
by that execrable pave," to be tumbled into a ken- 
nel, by a filthy charbonnier; a dirty retailer of ſea» 
coal, morbleu ! Sat 

L. J. An accident that might have happened any 
where, Sir Charles. | 

Buck And then the hideous hootings of that de- 
teſtable canaille, that murderous mob, with the bar. 
barous-monfieur in the mud, huzza! Ah, 2 
ſauvage, barbare, ir boſpitable ! Ah, ab, 2 
que nous awons* Who : db h 
Mac. That is maiſter Crab, your father's executor. 
| Buck. Ha, ha. Serviteur tres humble, manfieur. Eb 
bien ! What! is he dumb? Mac, my Lor, mort de 
ma vie, the veritable Jack Roaft-beef of the French 
comedy, Ha, ha, how do you do, Monſieur Jack 
Roaſt-beef, ha, ha? 

Cr. Pr'ythee take a turn or two about the room, 

Buck. A turn or two! Yoluntiers. Eh bien! Well, 
have you, in your life, ſeen any thing fo, ha, ha, hey! 
| Cy. Never. I hope you had not many ſpeRators 
of your tumble. 

Buck. Ponrguoi * Why ſo? | _ 

Cr. Becauſe 1 would not have the public eurioſi- 
ty foreftalled, I can't but think, in a country ſo 
fond of ſtrange fights, if you were kept up a bitte, 
you would bring a great deal of money. 

Buck. I don't know, my dear, wha my perſon 
would produce in this country, but the counterpart 
of 28 very groteſque figure has been extremely be- 
neficiat to the comedians from whence I camo. 
N"efi-te pas vrai, mi lor? Ha, ha. FONT. 

J. The reſemblance does not ſtrike me. Per- 

haps, I may ſeem fingular; butrthe particular. euſ- 
roms of particular countries, I own, never appeared 
to me as proper objects of ridicule« Ny 

Buck. Why ſo? b r 

L. J. Becauſe, in this caſe, it is impoſfible to 
have a rule for your judgment. The forms and 
cuſtoms which climate, conſtitution ang govern- 
ment, have given to one kingdom, can fever be 
tranſplanted with advantage to another, founded on 
different principles. 


oppoſite ; yet, in my humble conception, they may, 
be ſtrictly, becauſe naturally, right. | | 
Cr. Why there are ſome glimmerings of com- 
mon-ſenfe about this young thing. Hark'e, child, 
by what accident did you ſtumble upon this blocks 
head ? — [To Buck. II ſuppoſe;tbe line of your un- 
derſtanding is too ſhort to fathom the depth of your 
companion's reaſoning. Fe, pd... 
Buck. My dear ! [Gopes.] Beko a, 
Cr, I ſay, you can draw no coneluſſon from the 
above premiſes. ' | n | 
Buck. Who I? Damn your premiſes, , and con- 
clufions too, But this I conclude, from what 1 have 
ſeen, my dear, that the French are tbe firſt people 
in the univerſe ; that, in the arts of living, they do 
or ought to give laws to the whole world, and that 
whoſoever would either eat, drink, dreſs, dances 
fight, fing, or even ſneeze, avec elegance, muſt go 
to Paris to learn it. This is my creed. : 
Cy. And theſe precious principles you are come 
here to propagate. 
Buck. C vraj, Monſieur Crab: and wich the 
aid of theſe brother miffionat7ty, 1 have do doubt of 


inclination.— Now we ſhall ſee What Parls has done. making a great many proſe yen, And pow fot & 


Az 


And thus, though the habits 
and manners of different countries may be directix 
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* 


- doubled his ſtipend. 


ity,” af Patis, has not left you a guinea in your 


Taku th ard For. 
Thing NO: at all you Engliſh are conſti- | 
t N. 


. rews qu'il de „ 


- 


4 . 
detail gf their qualities. Bearnois, avances. This is 
an officer of my houſhold, unknown to this country. 

Cr, And what may he be? I'll humour the puppy. 

Buck. This is my Swiſs porter. Tenez vous droit, 
Bearncis, There's a fierce figure, to guard the gate 
of an hotel. 

_ Cr. What do you ſuppoſe that we have no porters? 
_ Buck. Yes, you have dunces that open doors; a 
drudgery that this fellow does by deputy. But for 
intrepidity. in denying 2 diſagreeable viſitor ; for 
politeneſs in introducing a miſtreſs, acuteneſs in diſ- 
cerning, and conſtancy in excluding a dun, a greater 
genius never came from the Cantons. 

C. Aſoniſhing qualities! 3 

Mek, Neriren, Bear reis. But here's a bijeu, 
here ahewel indeed ! Venen ict, mon cher La Loire. 

| af prouwer nu ce Paris ict 

La, L. Tres bien. ; 

Buck. Very well. Civil creature! This, Mon- 
fieur Crab, is my cook La Loire, and for bors 
drewores, entre rotit, ragen's, entremets, and the adiſ- 
polition of = deſert, Paris never ſaw his parallel. 
Tad wages, 1. ſuppoſe, are proportioned to 

_ His merit. | 
Buck. A bagatelle, a trifle. Abroad but a bare 

o hundred, Upon his chearful compliance, in 

coming Hither into exile with me, I have, indeed, 


Cr. You could do no leſs. ; 4 
.* Buck: And now, Sir, to compleat my equipage, 
regex. Monfieur 1 Jonquil, my firſt valet de 
% excellent in every thing: but pour /"ac- 
Sr for decorating the head, inimitable. In 
one word, La Jonquil ſhall, for fifty to five, knot, 
twiſt, tye, frieze, cut, curl, or comb, with any 
Beta. perruguier, from che Land s End, to the 
neys. | 
Cr. Why, what an infinite fund of public ſpirit 
muſt you have, ta drain your purſe, mortify your 
nelination, and expoſe your perſon, for the mere 
Improvement of your country-men ? | 
Buck. Oh, I am a very Roman for. that. But 
at n J had another reaſon for returning. 
Cr. Aye, what can that be? _ 8 

Buck, Why, I find there is a likelihood. of ſome 
little fracaz, between us. But, upon my foul, we 
muſt be very brutal to quarrel with the dear, agree- 
able creatures, for a trifle. 
© Cr. They have your affections then. 

Buck. De tout men c&ur, From the infinite civi- 
lity thewn to us, in France, and their friendly pro- 
feſfians in favour of our country, they can never 

us an injury. | 
Goh, you have bit their humour to a bair.— But 
1 can have no longer patience with the puppy. —Ci- 
vility and frie „ you booby Yes, heir civi- 


| 


nor would their friendſhip to your nation 
x foot of land in the univerſe. , 
Tod John, this is a ſtrange old fellow, 


„ my dear, you miſtake this 


2 


| overaber-fogs, with ſalt boiled 
beef, are molteurfed recipes for good-humour, or a 
quick apprekeafign. Paris is the place. Lis there 
men laugh, love, and live ? Fave | amour Sent a- 
hour, & ſans fer defira, un car of bien moins heu- 


Cr. Now would not any ſoul ſuppoſe that this 


1 


uĩtt 


Tbe Engliſhman returnad from Paris. 


Buck. And you really think Paris a kind of pur - 
gatory, ha, my dear? 1 5 
| Cr. To thee the moſt ſolitary ſpot upon earth, 
my dear. Familiar puppy! 

Buck, Whimſical enough. But come, pour paſ- 
fer le tems, let us, old Diogenes, enter into a little 
debate. Mi Lor, and you, Macruthen, deter- 
mine the diſpute between that ſource of delight, ce 
paradis de plaiſir, and this cave of care, this eat 
of ſcurvy and the ſpleen. 

Mac. Let us heed them weel, my lord. Maiſter 
Crab has met with his match. 

Buck. And firſt for the great pleaſure of life, the 
pleaſure of the table; ah, guelle difference! The 
eaſe, the wit, the wine, the badinage, the perciſ- 
lage, the double entendre, the c ns 4 Hire: Oh, 
what delicious moments have I pais d chez madame 
la Ducheſſ: de Barbouliac, 

Cr. Your miſtreſs, I ſuppoſe, 

Buck. Who 1! Fi denc! How is it po Tible for a 
woman of her rank, to have a penchant for me ? 
Hey, Mac! 

Mac. Sir Charles is too much a man of honour to 
'blab. But, to ſay truth, the whole city of Paris 
thought as much, 

Cr. A precious fellow this ! 

Buck. Taiſez vous, Mac. But we loſe the point in 
view. Now, Monſieur Crab, let me conduct you to 
what you call an entertainment. And faſt, the 
melancholy miſtreſs is fixed in her chair, where, by 
the by, ſhe is condemn'd to do more d1udgery than 
a dray-horſe. Next proceeds the maſter, to mar- 
ſhal the gueſts, in which as much caution is neceſ- 
ſary, as at a coronation, with, My lady, fit here; 
and Sir Thomas, fit there; till the length of the cete- 
mony, with the length of the grace, have deſtroyed 
all apprehenſions of the meat's burning your mouths, 
; Mac. Bravo, bravo! Did ] na'-ſay Sir Charles 
was a phaznomenon ? ; 

Crab. Peace, puppy. 

Buck. Then, in ſolemn filence, they proceed to 
demolift the ſubſtantials, with, perhaps, an occa- 
ſional interuption, of, Here's to you, friends; Hob 
or nob; Your love and mine. Pork ſucceeds to 
beef, pies to puddings z the cloth is removed: Ma- 
cam drench'd with a bumper, drops a courtſey, and 
departs; leaving the jovial hoſt, with his ſprightly 
companions, to tobacco, port, and politicks. Voila 
un repas a la mode d Angitterre, Mombeur Crab. 

Cr. It is a thouſand pities that your fatber is 
not 2a living witneſs of theſe prodigious improve- 
ments. * 8 ö 
Buck. C'eſt vrai. But @ propor, be is dead, as 
zou lay, and you are— % 

Cr, Againſt my inclination, his executor. 

Buck. Peut etre; well, and 

Cr. Ob, my truſt will ſoon determine. One ar- 
ticle, indeed, I am ſtrictly enjoined to ſee perform d; 
your martriege-with your old acquaintance Lucinda. 

Buck. Ha, ha, a petite Lucinde! & comment— , 

Cr. Pr'ythee, peace, and heat me. She is be- 
queathed conditionally, that if you refuſe to marry 
her, twenty thauſand pounds; and if ſhe rejets 
you, ,which I ſuppoſe ſhe will have the. wiſdom to 
do, only five. , iy 
Buck. Reject me!l—Very probable, hey, Mac ! 


But cou'd not we have an entrevic # 


Mac, Had na'ye better, Sir Charles, equip your- 


yelping hound had a real reliſh for the country he dell in a more ſuitable garb, upon a firſt viſit to your 


miſtreſs ? 


kay 112 unnstural fi ion, truly! 
- Bucks iy vagatural fy 
r 


Cr. Oh, ſcch a figure and eddreſd can derive n 


advantage from dreſs. 


- 


Cr. Who's there? Let Lucinda know we expect her. 


— 


„Duck. Servitezr. But, however, Mac's hint may 
not be ſo mal a propos. Allons, Fonguil, je men vai: 
„ babiller.— Mi Lor, ſhall I treſpaſs upon your pa- 
tience? My toilette is but a work of ten minutes. 
Mac, diſpoſe of my domeſticks a eur aiſe, and then 
attend me with my port-feuille, and 18, while I 
ereſs, thoſe remarks | made in my laſt voyage from 
Fontainebleau to Conpeigne . Serviteur, Meſſicurs. 
Car le bon win 
Du matin, 
Sortant du tennean, 
Faut bien mieux gue 
| Le latin 
De rout la ſorbonne. [ Exit. 
Cr. This is the moſt conſummate coxcemb ! I 
told the fool of a father, what a puppy Paris would 
pruduce him; but travel.is the word, and the con- 
ſequence, an importation of every foreign folly : 
and thus the plain perſons and principles of old 
England, are ſo confounded and jumbled with the 
excrementitious growth of every climate, that we 
have loſt all our ancient charactetiſtic, and are be- 
come a bundle of contradictions ; a piece of patch» 
work 3 a mere harlequin's coat. 
L. J. Do you ſuppoſe, then, Sir, that no good 
may be obtained 
Cr. Why, pr'ythee, what have you gain'd? 
I. J. 1 ſhould be ſorry my acquiſition were to de- 
termine the debate. Bur do you think, Sir, the 
ſhaking off ſome native qualities, and the being 
made more fſenfibje, from compariſon of certain 
national and conſtitutional advantages, objects un- 
warthy the attention ? 
Cr. You ſhew the favourable fide, young man: 


but how frequently are ſubſtituted for national pre- 


poſlethons, always harmleſs, and often happy, guii- 
ty and unnatural prejudices! Unnatural! for the 
wretch whois weak and wicked enough to deſpiſe 
his country, fins againſt the moſt laudable law of 
nature; bg is a traitor to the community, where 
Providence has placed him; and ſhould be deny'd 
thoſe focial benefits he has rendered himſeif un- 
worthy to partake, But ſententious lectures are 
ill calculated for your time of life. 

L. J. 1 differ trom you bere, Mr. Crab. Prin- 
Ciples that call for perpetual practice, cannot be too 
ſoon received. 1 fincerely thank you, Sir, for this 
communication, and ſhould be happy to have always 
near me ſo moral a monitor. P 

Cr. You are indebted to France for her flattery. 
But [leave you with a lady, where it will be better 
employed, | 

. Enter Lucinda, 

Cr. This young man waits here, till your puppy 
is powder'd. You may aſk him after your French 
acquaintance. I know nothing of him; but he does 
not ſeem to be altogether ſo great a fool as your fel- 
low. | Pa 15 

Lu. I'm afraid, Sir, you have had but a diſagree- 
able tete 4 tees | 
L. J. Juſt the contrary, Madam. By good-ſenſe, 
tinged with ſingularity, we are entertained as well 
as improved. For a lady, indeed, Mr, Crabb's man- 
ners are rather too rough. 


Lu. Not a jot; Iam familiatized to em. I know! 


his iategrity, and can never be diſoblige&by his 6a- 
cerity. 

L. J. This declaration is a little particular, from 
a lady, who muſt have received her firſt impreſſions 
ina place remarkable for it's delicacy to the fair-ſex. 
But good-ſenſe can conquer even early habits, 

Lu. This compliment I can lay no claim to. The 


former part of my life procured me but very lictle 


The - Engliſhman returned from Parts. 


| Exit. 


5 
indulgence, The pittance of knowledge I poſſeſs, 
was taught me by a very fevere miſtreſs, adverſity, 
But you, Sir, are too well acquainted with Sir 
Charles Buck, not to have known my fituation. _ 

L. J. I have heard your ſtory, Madam, before I 
had the honour of ſeeing you, It was affecting 
you'll pardon the declaration; it now becomes in- 
tereſting. However, it is impoſſible I ſhou'd not 
congratulate you on the near approach of the happy 
cataſtrophe, | 

Lu- Events that depend upon the will of ano- 
ther, a thouſand unforeſeen accidents may interrupt, 

2 J. Cou'd 1 hope, Madam, your preſent criti- 
cal condition wou'd acquit me of temerity, I ſhou'd 
take the liberty to preſume, if the ſuit of Sir Charles 
be rejected 


: Enter Crab. b a 


Gr. So, youngſter ! what, I ſuppoſe, you are al- 
ready practiſing one of your foreign leſſons, Per- 
verting the affections of a friend's miſtreſs, or de- 
bauching his wife, are mere peccaailloes, in mo- 
dern morality, But, at preſent, you are my care, 
That way conducts you to your tellow-traveller. 
[ wou'd ſpeak with you in the library. bn 

Lu. I ſhall attend you, Sir. -Never was fo un- 
happy an interruption, What cou'd my lord mean ? 
But be it what it will, it ought not, it cannot con- 
cern me. Gratitude and duty demand my compli- 
ance with the 1 of my benefaQtor, my 
friend, my father. But am I then to ſacrifice all 
my future peace ? But reaſon 
tience is thy province. 

Tho' hard the taſk, be it my part to prove 

That ſometimes duty can give laws td love. 


1 3 


Zuck at bis Toilet, attended by three Valets de Chains 
bres and Macruthen. | 


OTWITHSTANDING av his 
plain dealing, I doubt whether maiſter 
Crab is fo honeft a man. 

Buck. Pr'ythee, Mac, name not the monſter. 
If | may be permitted a quotation from one of 
their paltry poets, | ws 

Mus is knight of the Hire repreſents "em all. 
Dj4 ever mortal ſe xi 8 % looking-glaſs 
as they have here coo? One might as well addreſs 
one ſelf, for information, to a bucket of water. La 
Jongui!, mettez vous le rouge ; afſezs.—He bien, Mac 
miſerable! Hey! N . 

Muc. It's very becoming. 

Buck. Aye, it will do for this place; L really cou'd_ 
have forgiven my father's living a year or two 
longer, rather than be compelled to return to this. 

Enter Lord John, IJ 
— My dear lord, je demande mille pardoms, but the 
terrible. fracas in my chaiſe had ſo gateed and difor- 
dered my hair, that it required an age to adjuſt it, 
| L. J. No apology, Sir Charles; 1 have been en- 
tertain'd very agreeably. | 

Buck. Who have you had, my dear lord, to en- 
rertain you? y 
L. J. The very individual lady that's ſoon to 
make you a happy huſband. 

Back.” A happy who ? huſband ! What two very 
oppolite ideas have you confounded enſemble! In my 
conſcience, I believe there's contagion in the clime, 
and my lor is infected. But pray, my dear lor, by 
what accident have you diſcovered, that I was upon 


not, raſh girl; obe- 


„ 


Mac. 


moi mon manchen. And now you ſhall tee me ma- 


me to eſcape this embarras. 


+ ſerviteur, 


' + Rack: A beaſt!-no, a bird, you fool. Look'e, Sit 
Toby, by the lord Harry, here are his wings. 


act. Let us ſee what the devil be has put upon 


— Con r, Sir Charles 13 upon a viſit ro his bride, 


"—_ 


6 | 
the point of becoming that happy—Oh, n mari / 
Diable? 


I. J. The lady's beauty and merit, your inellna- 


tions, and your father's inj unctions, made me con- 
jecture that. 

Buck. And can't you ſuppoſe that the lady's beauty 
may be poſſeſs'd, her merit rewarded, and my in- 


elinations gratified, without an abſolute obedience 


to that fatherly injunRion ? 

L. J. It does not occur to me. 
© Buck. No, I believe not, my tor. Thoſe kind 
of talents are not given to every body, Donnez 


nage the lady. ' 
een e Datey Lervant. 

Ser. Young Squire Racket, and Sir Toby Tally- 
hoe, who call themſelves your honour's old ac- 
yuaintance es. 2 N K 

Buck. Oh, the brutes! By what accident con'd 
they diſcover my arrival? My dear, dear lor, aid 


; Racket and Tallyhoe without. 
»— Hoic a bey, hoic a boy. 

Buck. Let me die if I do not believe the Hotten- 
gots have brought a whole hundred of hounds with 
them. But, they ſay, forms keep fools at a diſtance. 
I'll receive. em en ceremonie. 1 

Enter Racket and Tallyhoe, 
Tal. Hey boy, hoics my little Buck, 
Buck. AManfieur le chewalier, votre tres bumble 


Tal. Hey. | . . | 

Buck. Monkeur Racket, Je ſuis charms de wous 
voir. 

Rack. Anon what 1 ' 1 

Buck. Ne m'entendez vous; Don't you know 
French? * = . 

Rack. Know French! no, nor you neither, 1 
think.—Sir Toby, foregad i believe the papiſts ha 
bewirched him in foreign parts. 

Tal. Bewitch'd, and transformed him too. Let 
me A Racket, if 1 don't think he's like one of 
the to 


les we uſed to read of at ſchool, in Ovid's Me- 


tamorphis ; that they have turned him into a beaſt. 


The Engliſoman returned from Paris. 


on my arrival, with what, I believe, they call in 
this country, a rout. My dear lor, if you don't fa- 
tour my flight. But fee if the toads a'n't tumbling 
my toilet, : 

L. F; Now's your time, ſteal off; I'll cover 
your retreat. | i 

Buck. Mac, let La Fonguil follow to reſettle my 
cheyeux.— Je wous remercie mille, mille fois, mon 
cher my lor. 

Rack, Hola, Sir Toby; ftole away ! 

Buck. O mon Dien. F 4 

Tal. Poh, rot him, let him alone. He'll never 
do for our purpoſe. You muſt know, we intended 
to kick up a riot, to-night, at the play-houſe, and 
we wanted him of the party; but that ſop wou'd 
{woon at the fight of a cadgel. . 

L. J. Pray, Sir, what is your cauſe of contention? 

Tat, Cauſe of contention ; hey, faith, I know no- 
thing of the matter.-Racker, what is it we arte 
angry about ? 

Rack, Angry abont ! why you know we are to de» 
moliſh the dancers, 

Tal. True, truc, I had forgot, Will you make one? 

L. J. I beg to be excuſed, 

Rack. Mayhap you are a friend to the French. 


will permit me a pun ; tho' I am far from being a 


| well-wither to their arms, I have no objeion to 


the being entertained dy their legs. 

Tal. Aye! why then if you'll come to-night, 
you" ſplit your fides with laughing, for PII be rat 
if we don't make them eaper higher, and run faſter, 
than ever they have done ſince the battle of Blen- 
heim.—Come along, Racket. L Exit. 

ZL. J. Was there ever ſuch a contraſt * 

Cr. Not fo remote as you imagine; they are 
ſcions from the fame flock, ſet in different ſoils, 
The firſt ſhrub, you ſee, flowers moſt prodigally, 
but matures nothing; the laſt flip, tho" ſtunted, 
bears 4 little fruit; crabbed, tis true, but till the 
growth of the clime. Come, you'lt follow your 


friend, [Exit 
Enter Lucinda, with a Servant. | 

Lu. When Mr. Crab, or Sir Charles, enquire for 

me, you will conduct them hither. [Eric Servant. 

— How 1 long for an end to this important inter- 

view! not that I have any great expectations from 


Tal. Hey!.ecod and ſo they are; ba, ha. 1 reckon, the iſſue; but ſtill, in my circumſtances, a ftate of 


Racket, be came over with the woodcocks. 
_ Buck, Foila des weritables Anglais. Tue ruſtic, 
tude ruffians ! 


his pole, Sir Toby, * N 
Tal. Aye. f x 4 þ 
Back. Do, dear ſavage, keep your diſtance. 
Tal. Nay, fore George, we will have a ſcrutiny. 
Rack. Aye, aye, a ſcrutiny, 
Buck. En grace, La Fonguil, my lor, prote& me 
from thoſe pirates. h 
Leo & MHitle com 


paſſion, I beg, gentlemen. 


Tal. Bride! zounds, he's fitter for a band-box ! 
Racket, becks the heels. . 

Rack, 1 have em, knight. Foregad he is the very 
reverſe of a bantam cock: bis comb's on his feet, 
and his feathers on his head. Who have * 1 
here! what ate theſe three fellows ; paſtry - co 

f Enter Crab. | 

Cr. And is this ene of your newly acquired ac- 
compliſhments,” letting your miftreſs languith for 
but you have company, I ſee. « 

Buck. O, yes, I have been inexpreflibly happy. 


? fall artifice 


ſuſpence is, of all ſituations, the moſt diſ#greeable. 
But huſt, they come. ; * / 
Enter Sir Charies, Maeruthen, Ld. John, and Crab, 
Buck. Mac, announce me. ' 
Mac. Madam, Sir Charles Buck craves the ho- 
nour of Kkifling your hand. XY 
Buck. Tres bumble ſerviteur. Et comment ſa porte 
Mademoiſelle. 1 am raviſh'd to ſee thee, ma chere 
petite Lucinde.— Eb bien, ma reine! Why, you look 
divinely, child. But, mon infant, they have dreſſed 
you moſt diabolically, Why, what a ceiffeuſe muſt 
you have, and, cb, mon Die, a total abfence of rouge. 
But perhaps, you are out. I had a cargo from Def- 
freny the day of my departure ; ſhall I have the ho- 
nour to ſupply you ? 8 
Lu. You are obliging, Sir, but I confeſs myſelf a 
convert to the chafte cuſtoms of this country; and, 
with a commercial people, you know, Sir Charles, 


| Buck. Artifice ! you miſtake the point, ma chere, 
A proper proportion of red, is an indiſpenſible part 
of your dreſs ; and, in my private opinion, a woman 
might as well appear in public without powder o 
a petticoat. TY 


Theſe gentlemen are kind enough to treat me, up- 


Gr. Andy in my private opinion; « woman who 


- 


L. J. Not I, indeed, Sir. Bur, if the occaſion. 4 


W 


4 


Sy hi te fs 


ES. 


fa- 
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puts on the firſt, wou'd make very little difficulty ia | | 


pulling off che laſt. | 

"Puck, Oh, Monfievr Crab's judgment muſt be 
decifive in dreſs. Well, and what amuſements, 
what ſpeRacles, what parties, what contrivances, 
to conquer father time, that ſoe to the fair! I fancy | 
one muſt ennuier confiderablement in your London here. 

Lu. Oh, we are in no diſtreſs for diverſions. We 
have an opera. 

Buck. Italien, I ſuppoſe, pitoiable, ſhocking, 2 
ſommart ! Oh, there is no ſupporting their bi, bi, 
bi, bi. Ab, mon Dieu! Ab, cbaſſe brillant ſoleil, 

Brillant ſoleil, 
A- ten jamais ven ton pareil Þ 
There's muſit and melody, * 

Lu. What a fop! 

Buck, But proceed, ma princefſe. 

Lu. Oh, then we have plays. 

Buck. That 1 deny, child, 

Lu. No plays! | 

Buck. No. l 

Lu: The aſſertion is a little whimſical. 

Buck, Aye, that may be; you have here drama- 
tic things, farcical in their compoſition, and ridicu- 
lous in their repreſentation. 

Lu. Sir, lown mylelf unequal to the controverſy; 
but, ſurely, Shakeſpear—My lord, this ſubject calls 
upon you for it's defence. | 

Cr. I know from what fountain this fool has 
drawn his remarks; the author of the Chineſe Or- 
phan, in the preface to which Mr. Voltaire calls the 
princi al works of Shakeſpear monſtrous farces. | 

L. J. Mr. Crab is right, Madam ; Mr. Voltaire 
has ſtigmatized with a very unjuſt and a very invi- 
dious appellation the principal works of that great 
qaaſter of the paſhons; and his apparent motive 
renders him the more inexcuſable. 

Lu, What cou'd it be, my lord? : | 

L. J. The preventing his countrymen from be- 
coming acquainted with our author; that he might 
be at liberty co pilfer from him with the greater ſe- 
curity. i | 

Lu. Ungenerous, indeed! 


\ 


Buck, Mon grand roy, mon cher aderabley - 
Ser pitis de moi; je ſuis inconſolable. 
[Then he tarns his back upon her, at which, 
the in a fury, ] . 

Monftre, ingrat, affreux, borrible, funefle! _ 
Ob, gue je ous aime; ab, que je vous detefle! 
[Then 2 

Per ſea vous, Madame, & me donner la loi, : 

Vitre baine, aòtre amour, ſont le: mimes choſes & moi, 

Lu. Bravo! 

L. F. Bravo, bravo! 


ſon and rhime, Oh, how I deteſt blood, and blank 
verſe! There is ſomething fo ſoft, ſo muſical, and 
fo natural, in the rich rhimes of the theatre Franęais⸗ 

L. J. 1 Cid not know Sir Charles was ſo totally 


devoted to the Belles Lettres. 


Buck. Oh, entirely. Tis the ton, the taſte, I 
am every night at the caffe procope, and had not I 
had the misfortune to be born in this curſt country, 
I make no doubt but you woy'd have ſeen my name 
among the foremoſt of the French academy. 

Cr. 1 ſhould think you might eaſily get over that 
difficulty, if you will be but ſo obliging, as publicly 
to renounce us. I dare engage not one of your 
countrymen ſhall contradict or claim you. 

Buck, No'—impoſſible. From the barbarity of my 
education, I muft ever be taken for un Anglais, 

Cr. Never. 

Buck. En werite? 

Cr. En weriteP 

Buck. You flatter me. 

Cr. But common juſtice. 

Mac. Nay, maiſter Crab is in the right; for I 
have often heard the French themſelves ſay, Is it 
poſſible that gentlemen can be Britiſh? 

Buck. Obliging creatures! and you all concur 
with them? ; 

Cr. Eatirely. £ 

Lu. Entirely. 

L. F. Entirely. 

Buck. How happy you make me 

Cy. Egregious puppy! But we loſe time, A truce. 


Buck. Palpable defamation. 


Lu. And as to the exhibition, I have been taught 


to this trumpety. You have tt ad your father's will? 
Buck. No; I read no Engliſh, When Mac has 


to believe, that for a natural pathetic, and aſpirited ' turn'd it into French, I may run over the items. 


expreſſion, no people upon earth 


Cr. I have told you the part that concerns the 


Buck. You are impos'd upon, child; the Lequeſnes | girl. And as your declaration upon it will diſchar 


the Lanoue, the Grandwal, the Dumenil, the Cauſſen, 
what dignity ! what action! But, d propos, I have 
myſelf wrote a tragedy in French. 

Lu. Indeed. | 

Buck. En werite. upon Voltaire's plan. 

Cr. That muſt be a precious piece of work, 

Buck. It is now in repetition at the French eo- 
medy. 
cipal ris, Oh, what an eclat ! What a burſt will 
it — 2 in the parterre, when the King of Anana- 
maboe refuſes be perſon of the Princes of Cochi- 
neal! | 
TI. Do you remember the paſſage? | 
Buck, Entire; and 1 believe 1 can convey ie, 
in their manner. 

Lu, That will be delightful. 

Buck, And firſt the king. 
Ma chere pr inc eſſe, je vous aime, c, vrai; 
De ma femme vous porte les charmants attraibs. 
Mais ces n'eft pat honnete pour un bomme, tel gue moi, 
De tromper ma femme, ou de rompre ma foi. 

L. inimitable ! dels AL 

Hack. Now the prince e 18 45 p- 

„in extreme fo 9 


Grand val and La Gauſſen perform the prin- | 


me, I leave you to what you will call an eclaireiſſe- 
ment. Come, my lord. 

Buck. Nay, but Moufieur Crab—my lor— Mac. 

Cr. Along with us. | E cunt. 

Buck. A comfortable ſcrape I am in! What the 
deuce am 1 to do, in the language of the place ? I am 
to make love, I ſuppoſe. A pretty employment! 

Lu. I fancy wy hero is alittle puzzled with his 
part, But, now for it. 

Buck. A queer creature, that Crab, ma petite. 
But, à ropes, How d'ye like my lotd? | 

Lu. He ſeem to have good-ſenſe and good- 
breeding. 

Buck. Paz trop. But don't you think he has, 
ſomething of a foreign kind of air about him? 

Lu. Foreign! 

Buck. Aye, ſomething fo Engliſh in his manner. 

Lu. Foreign, and Engliſh! 1 don'tcomprehead you. 

Buck. Why tbat ie, he has not the eaſe, the je 
ne ſcai quoi, the hen ton——In a word, he does not re- 
ſemble me now. EDS 

Lu. Not in. the leaſt. | 

Buck. Ah, I thought fo. 


He is to he pitied,, 
poor devil, be can't help it. 


L. No doubt. 


lab, the fellow hay a formass 


Butz encre nous, me 


4 


Buck. Aye, there's paſſion and poetry, and rea. 


td do. 


1 


Lu. How does that concern me, Sir Charles? 

Buck. Why, je penſe, ma reine, that your eyes 
Rave done execution there. : 
I My eyes execution! | 

Burk. Aye, child, is there any thing ſo extraor- 
dinary in that? Ma foi, I thought by the vivacity 
of his praiſe, that he had already ſummon'd the 
garriſon to ſurrender. | | 
Lu. To carry on the alluſion, I believe my lord 
is too good a commander, to commence a fiuitle(: 
fiege., He cou'd not but know the condition of the 
town. 

- Buck. Condition! Explain, ma chere. 

L. | was in hopes your interview with Mr. 

Crab had made chat unneceſſary. 

- Buck. Oh, aye, I do recollect ſomething of a ri- 

diculous article about marriage, in a will. But 
© what a plot againſt the peace of two poor people 

Well, the maiice of ſome men is amazing! Not 

contented with doing all the miſchief they can in 

cheir life, they are for intailing their malevolence 

like their eftates, to lateſt poſterity. ' 

Lu. Your contempt of me, Sir Charles, I receive 
as 2 compliment, But the infinite obligations! 
owe to the man, who had the misfortune to call 
you ſon, compel me to inſiſt, that in my pretence, 
at leaſt, no indigaity be offered roqpis memory. 

Buck. Hey-day! what, in heroicks, a reine! 

Lu. Ungrateful, vunfilial wretch! ſo ſoon to 
trample on his aſhes, whoſe fond heart, the greateſt 
load of his laſt hour were his fears for thy future 
welfare. 4 

Buck. Ma foi, elle ot folle ; ſhe is mad, ſans deute. 

* Lu. But 1 am to blame. Can he who breaks 
through one ſacred relation regard another? Can 
the monſter who is corrupt enough to coniemn the 
place of his birth; reverence thoſe who gave him 
being ?—Impeſiivie ! | 

Buck. Ah, a pretty monologue, a fine ſoliloquy 
this, child. i ö 4 
Lu. Contemptible. But I am cool. 

Buck, | am mighty glad of it. Now we ſhall 
underſtand one another, I hope. © 

Lu. We do underſtand one another. You have 

| already been kind enough to refule me. Nothing 

is wanting but a formai rejection under your hand, 
and ſo concludes our acquaintance. 

Buck. Feous allem trip vite; you are too quick, 
ma chere. It | recollect, the conſequence of this 
rejection is my paying you twenty thouſand pounds. 

Lu. True. f 2288 


Buck. Now that have not I the le aſt inclination 


Lu. No, Sir? why you own that marriage—— 
- Buck: Is my averfion. I' give you that under 
my hand, if you pleaſe”; but I have a ptodigious 
love for the /cyis. 73 
Lu. Oh, we'll ſoon ſettle that diſpute ; the law— 
Buck. But hold, ma reine. I don't find that my 
provident father has preciſely determined the time | 
of this comfortable conjunction. Sc, _tho* 1 am 
condemned, the day of ex:cution is not fixed. 
Lu. Sir! 
Buck. | (ay, my ſoul, there goes no more to your 
dying a maid, than my Hving a batcbelor, 

Lu. O, Sir, I ſhall find a remedy. 
Buck. But now ſuppoſe, ma belle, I have foun 
one to your hand? 10 ' 
Lu. As how? name one. 

Buck. I'll name two. And firſt, men enfant; 
tho' I have an irreſiſhble antipathy to the conjugal 
knot," yet fam by no means blind to yuur perfonal 
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place me, not only the aforeſaid twenty thouſand 
pounds, but the whole terre of your devoted ſhall 
fall at your. F 

Luc, Grant me patience! 3 

Buck. Indeed you want it, my dear, But if you 
flounce, 1 fly. 3. 

Lu. Quick, Sir, your other; for this ig—— 

Buck. I grant, not quite ſo faſhionable as my 
other. It is then, in a word, that you would let 
this lubberly lord make you a Jady, and appoint me 
his affiſtant, his private friend, his cicſbei. And 
as we are to be joint partakers of your perſon, let 
us be equal ſhaters in your fortune, ma belle. 

Lu. Thou mean, abjeR, mercenaty thing. Thy 
miſtreſs! gracious Heaven! univerſal empire ſhou d 
aot bribe me to be thy bride. And what apology, 
what excuſe, cou'd a woman of the leaſt ſenſe or 
ſpirit make, for ſo unnatural a connection! 

Buck, Fert bien ! * 

Lz. Where ate thy attractions? canſt thou be 
weak enough to ſuppoſe thy frippery dreſs, thy af - 
fe ctation, thy grimace, cou'd influence beyond the 
borders of a brothe} ? 

Buck. Tres bien! 

Lu. And what are thy improvements? thy air is 
a copy from thy barber: for thy dreſs, thou art in- 


language, and brought home none in exchange 
or it. 
Buck. Extri&mement bien ! | 

Lu. Had not thy vanity fo ſoon expoſed thy vil- 
lainy, I might, in reverence to that name ta 
which thou art a diſgrace, have taken a wretched 
chance with thee for life. 

Buck. I am obliged to you for that. And a pret- 
ty pacific partner I ſhould have had. 
child, you have been, to be ſure, very eloquent, and 
upon the whole, not unentertaining: though by 
the by, you have forgot, in your catalogue, one of 
my Foreign acquiſitions 3. % 2 dire, that I can, 
with a moſt intrepid ſang Heid, without a fingle 
emotion, {uppurt all this ſtorm of female fury. 
Bur, adieu, ma belle, And when a cool hour of 
reflection has mage you ſenfüble of the propriety of 
my prop-lals,' I ali expect the honout of a card. 

Lu. Be gone for ever. 

Buck. Pour jamais! Foregad, ſhe would make 
an aomirable aCtrice, If I once get her to Paris, 
ſhe ſhall play a part in my piece, IE. 

Lu. Iamaſhan'd, this thing has had the power 
to move me thus. — Who waits there? Delire Mr, 
Crab 5 ji 4 
Exer Lord John and Crab. 

L. J. We have been unwillinzly, Madam, fi- 
lent auneſſes to this ſhameful ſcene, I bluſh that 
a creature, who wears the butwatd mark of ho- 
manity, ſhou'd be in his morals ſo much below 

Crab. Pryther why didſt thou not call thy maids, 
and toſs the booby in a'blanker? 

| L. J. II might FN Madam, to con- 
clude what I intended ſaying, when interrupted 
Mr Crab— © © TY * 

Luc. My lord, don't think me guilty of affecta- 
tion. 1 believe I gueſs at your generous deſign; 
bur my temper is really ſo ruffled; beſides I atn me- 
ditating a piece of female revenge on this coxcomb. 

L. J. Dear Madam, can 1 ailict ? 

Luc, Only by defiring my maid to bring hither 


charts; in the poſſeſſlon of which, if you'pleaſe to 


T 


debted to thy taylor, Thou haſt loſt thy native 


Why, look'e, 


the cea.— My lord, I am confounded at the liberty, 


5ut 

2 J. ve apology, res honour mi, 'Midum. 
, . : g Kit. p 
* Crab, And pry mee, wench, whatis thy fcheme? 
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Bur. Oh, a very harmleſs one, I promiſe you. 

Cr. Zounds, I am ſorry for it, 1 long to ſee che 
puppy ſeverely puniſh'd, methinks. 

Ly. Sir Charles, I fancy, can't be yet got out 
of the houſe, Will you defire him to ſtep hither ? 

Cr. Fil bring him. 

Lu. No, I wiſh to have him. alone. 

Cr. Why then I'll ſend him. [Exit. 

Enter Lettice. | 

Zu. Place theſe things on the table, a chair on 
each fide: very well. Do you keep within call, 
But hark, he is here. Leave me, Lettice. 


[Exit Lettice. 
i Enter Buck. ö 


Back. "_ ſo, I thought ſhe would come; but, 
J confeſs, not alcogether ' ſoon. Eb bien, ma belle, 
ſee me ready to receive your commands. 

Lu. Pray be ſeated, Sir Charles, Jam afraid the 
natural warmth. of my temper might have hurry'd 
me into ſome expreſſions, nat altogether ſo ſuitable. 
+ Buck. Ah, telle. Name it not. 

Lu. 8 du the, Monſieur ? 

Buck: Voluntiers. This tea is a pretty, innocent 
kind of beverage; I wonder the French don't take 
— I have ſome thoughts of giving it a faſhion pet 

nter. 

Lu. That will be very obliging. It is of extreme 
ſervice to the ladies this fide the water, you know. 

Buck. True, it promotes parties, and infuſes a 
kind of ſpirit into converſation, that 

Lu. En woulez-wous encore ? 

Buck, Je vent rends mille graces—But what has 
occaſioned me, ma reine, the honour of your meſ- 
age by Mr. Crab? 

Lu. The favours I have received from your fa- 
mily, Sir Charles, 1 thought, demanded from me, 
at my quitting your houſe, a more decent, and ce- 
remonious adieu, than our laſt interview would ad- 
mit of. 

Buck. Is that all, ma chere? I thought your flin- 
ty heart had at laſt relented. Well, ma oy a. 

Lu. Can you then leave me? 

Buck. The fates will have it ſo, 

Lu. Go then; perfidious traytor, be dent 31 
have this conſolation however, that if I cannot le- 
gally poſſeſs you, no other woman ſhall. 

Buck. Hey, how, what? 

Lu, And though the pleaſure of living with you 
3s deny's me, in our deaths, at leaſt, we hall ſoon 
be united, 

Buck. Soon be united in death? When child! 

Lu. Within this hour. 

Buck. Which way? 

Lu. The fatal drnght's already at my heart. 1 
feel it here; it runs through every pore, 


deſpair and love—oh ! 
Buck. Well! 
Lu. I poiſoned, 
Buck. The devil! 


Lu. And as my generous heart would have ſhared 


all with you, I gave you half. 
Buck. Oh, curſe your generoſity ! 


ps Indulge me in the cold comfort of a laſt em- 


Buck, Embrace ! O confound you ! Butit may'nꝰt 
de too late, Macruthen, Jonquil, phyſicians, apo- 
meuri, je 

[ Exic. 


Cr. Saver wench. I could kiſs thee for this 


thecaries, oil and antidotes, Oh! 
meurs: Ab, la diableſfe! 
Exter Lord John and Crab, 


Pangs, 
pangs vnutterable! The tea we drank, urg'd by 


Cr. Deſerves it! Hang him. But the ſenſibls 


reſentment of this girl has almoſt reconciled me to 


the world again. But ſtay, let us ſee—Can't ve 
make a farther uſe of the puppy's puniſhment? I 
ſuppoſe,, we may. very ſafely depend» on your con- 
tempt of him. 
Lu. Moſt ſecurely. 
Cr. And this young: thing here, has been Wende- 
ing paſſions and proteſtations, But I'll: take 
.care, my girl ſha'n't go a beggar to any man's bed. 
We muſt have this twenty thouſand pounds, Lucy, 
L. J. 1 regard it not. Let me be happy, and 
let him be — 
Cr. Pſha, don't ſeoreh me with thy-flames. Re- 
ſerve you raptures ; or, if they muſt have vent, re- 
tire into that room, whilſt I go plague the puppy. 
Enter Buck, Macruthen, Jonquil, Bearnois, La 
Loire, Phyſici#n, Surgeon, Buck in 4a op 
and Night Gown, f 
Sur. This copious phlebotomy will abate the 
inflammation, and if the fix bliſters on your head and 
back riſe, why there may be hopes. 
Buck. Cold comfort. 1 burn, I burn, I burn 
Ah, there's a ſroor, And now againg I freeze, 
Mac. Axe, in; I en ſymptoms of a ee 
poiſbn. 1 . * 


Buck, Oh, "wo on the rack. = 
Mac. Oh, if it be got to the vitals, a fig fir we 
antidotes. 
Enter Crab. 


Cr. Where is this miſerable devil? What's he 
alive ſtill ? 
Mac. In gude troth, and that's aw. | 
Buck. Oh! 
Crab. So, you have made a pretty piece of worle 
on't, young man | 
I O what cou'd provoke me to return from. 
is? 

Cr. Had you never been there, this could not 
have happened. 

Enter Racket and Tallyhoe. 
© Rack, Where is he ?-—He's a dead man, en 
are fix d already. 
Tally. Who poiſan'd him, Racket? 
Rack. Gad I don't know. His French cook, I 
| reckon. 
Cr. Were there a poſſibility of thy reforma- 
tion, I have yet a ſecret to reſtore thee, 
Buck. Oh, give it, give it. 


Buck. Name em. Take my eſtate, my—ſave 
but my life, take all. 

Cr. Firſt, then, renounce thy right to that lady, 
whoſe juſt reſentment has drawn this puniſhment 
__ thee ; and, in which ſhe is an unhappy par- 
taKer, f 

Buck. I renounce her from my ſoul. 

Cr. To this declaration you are witneſſes. 
Next, your tawdry trappings, your foreign foppery, 
your waſhes, paintings, pomades, muſt blaze be- 
fore your door, 

Buck. What, all? MY” 

Cr. All; not a rag ſhall be reſerv'd. The exe- 
to your old friends here. 

Buck. Well, take em. 

Tally. Huzzahb, come Racket, let's rummagis. 


your pride, pack d in the firſt eart, and ſent poſt to 
the place from whence they came. 


contrivance 


Buck. Spare me but * Jenguii. 


Crab. Not ſo faſt. It muſt be on good conditions. 


cution of this part of your ſentence . 


Cr. And, laftly, I'll have theſe "exotic attendants, 
theſe inſtruments of your luxury, theſe pandars to 


* 


: 
: 


10 3 
Cr. Not an inſtant. The importation of theſe{ 
puppies makes 8 part of the politicks of your old 
friends, the French; unable to reſiſt you, whilſt 
retain your ancient roughneſs, oy, have re- 
courſe to theſe minions,. who would firſt, by un- 
manly means,. ſap and ſoften all your ative ſpirit, 
and then deliver you an eaſy prey to their employers. 
Buck. nnen muſt be ſo, adieu La Fonguil. 


Gre And now. to the —.— a 


Lucinda. | 
Enter Lucinda and Lord 

Bucks. Hey, why did not the ſwal _ eld“ 

Cr. No; nor you neither, you blockhead. 

Buck. Why, did not'I leave you in pangs? 

+ Luc. Aye, put on. The tea was innocent, up- 
en my honour, Sir Charles. But you allow ms to 
ws an excellent actrice. 

Enter Racket and Tallyhoe. 

Oh, curſe your talents ! 
.* This fellow's "public renuaciation, Has put 


| goal perſon and fortune in your own * and 


Execunt. | 


, * 


| were fincere in your g di- 
a raed by may dſlomit there. 
— ä my lords te- 


{receive 


7 1 e returned from Paris. 


L. J. With more tranſport, than Sir Charles 
the news of his ſafety, 
Luc. to Buck. You are not, at preſent, in a con- 
dition to take poſſeſſion of your poſt. 
Buck. What? | 
Tuc. Oh, you recolle&;; my lord's ee — 
his aiſiſtant you know. 
Jock. Oh; oh! 
Mac. But, Sir Charts, | as | find the affair of 
the poiſon was but a joke, hed na' ye bettet with- 


"Taraw, and tack off, your bliſters ? 


Cr. No, let e'm ſtick. He wants em. And now 

concludes my care. But before we cloſe the ſcene, 
oung mam this laſt advice from the old 

friend 4 of your father: Av it is your happineſs'to 
be born 2 Briton, let it be your boaſt 5 know that 
the bleſſings of liberty are your birtbright, which 
while you preſerve, other nations may envy or fear, 
but can never conquer or contemn you. Believe 
that French faſhions are'as Iii ſuited to the genius, 
as their politicks are pernicious to the peace of your 
native land. 

A convert to theſe facred truths, you'll find, 

That poiſon for your puniſhment defign'd, 


[ Will prove a Wholeſome medicine te —— 
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